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The fragedie of Richard D .of 

Queen. Do good my' Lord, and Ieaue vs to our fortunes. 

King. Why thats my fortune, therefore lie flay ftill. 

Clifford . Be it with resolution then to fight. 

Prince. Good father checrc thefe noDie Lordcs, 

Vnfheath your fword.fweete father cry Saint George. 

Clif . Pitch we our Battell hcre,for hence we wil not moue 

Enter the boufe of Y or he. 

Edvo. Now periurd Henry , wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne., 
And kueclc for mercy at thy Soueraigoes feete? 

Quee. Goe rate thy minions proud infulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus maleperr. 

Before thy King and lawfull Soucraignc. ? 

Ed I am his King, and he fliould bend his knee, 
Iwasadoptcd heire by his confent. 

< feorg . . Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare,you that are King, 

Though he do weare the Crowne, 

Haue caufde him by new aft ofParliament 
To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Of. And reafon (feorge . Who ihould fucceedthe father, 
butthefonnc. ? 

“Rich, Are you their butcher? (fort. 

Qtf I Crookback, here I ftandto anfwercthee.or any of your 

Rich. T was you that kild young Rutland, was it not? 

Clif. Ycs,and old eYorkf too, and yet not fatisfide. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lordcs, giue fy nald to the fight. 

JCRur. What i'ayft thou Henry? wilt thou yeeld thy crowne? 

Queen. What, long tongdc War. dare you fpeake? 

When you and I met at Saint Albones la if. 

Your legges did better feruice then your handes. 

EVar. I, then twas my turne to flee,butnow tis thine. 

Clif. You fayd fo much before, and yet you fled. 

H^r.Twas not your mAour Clifford , that droue me thence. 

Nort hum No, nor your manhood Warwick,, that could make 
you flay. 

Rich. Northumberland, Yfforthumberland, we holdcihee re* 
uerently. Breakcofftheparliejfor fearfe I can refraine the 
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yor\e, and tienrie the ifixt. 

KKUtion of tny bigfwolne heart, agairifi'tbat CBfiri there, 

Rich l like a villa»ne,and a trecherous coward, 

Ar A ou didU km out. tewtet bto *^''XeJ (fpeake, 

igS. Dcfie *«» thcitjOt els hold clof. thy hps. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to nry tongue, 

1 "'a/fMy Lordjthe wound IhaJbred this meetinghccre. 
Cannot be cur’d wich wordes,therefore be (till . 

Rich. Then Executioner vnfheath thy (word, 

By him that made vs all I am refolu de. 

That Cliffords manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

£dw. What faift thou Henrietih all l haue my Ug o 
A thoufand men haue broke their laft to u iy. 

That here (hail dine, vnlclTc thou yeeld the crowne. 

War. Ifthon denie.their blouds be on tny heau, 

For Yorke in iuftice puts his armour on. 

Rrin. If all be right that Warm', fe dates is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be right.^ 

•Rich. Whofoeucr got thee, there thy mother Hands, 

For well I wot,thou hall thy Mothers tongue. 

Ottee. But, thou art neither like thy fire nor dam. 

But like a foule mifhapen Stygmatitkc, 

Marktby thedeflinies.to be auoided 
As venoroe Toades,or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifh gilt. 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 

As if a channeil fliould be calde the Sea; 

Sham’fl notjkiiowmg from whence thou art deriu de, 
Toparlie thus with fenglands lawful! heires? 

Edw. A w'ifpe of ftra we were worth a thoufand crownes, 
To make that ihameleflc Callet know her lelfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in die heart oi Fraur.ce, 

And tamdc the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope: 

And had he matcht according to his (late, 
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